THE GULF  OF  PEARLS

caused the ladles to clang against the iron sides of the
cauldrons. Everyone who had at some time or another
tasted the hospitality of the sheikh rallied to this, his call
to arms.

"Ten years ago/5 said Rumi, "Bushire had thirty thou-
sand inhabitants. Now there are perhaps fifteen thousand,
and that is counting the goats. The others left before the
slump, or have drifted away as best they could, bankrupt."

The German agent, Wassmuss, a thorn in the British
side during the war, went in 1909 as German Consul to
the Gulf. Transferred to Bushire four years later, he
changed his overbearing manner for that of a diplomat.
Steeping himself in the ways of the country, he became
beloved of the Persians, and was responsible for training
them with the object of invading India, and for stirring up
trouble for the British in Fars.

We drew up at the Consulate-General in Sabzabad
village, seven or eight miles away, and watched the rain
falling upon the panting garden. Good for the plants,
no doubt, but we could not help thinking of the Mashela,
low-lying waste land between Bushire and the rest of
Iran, ready to become a quagmire on the slightest provo-
cation. A telephone enquiry confirmed our fears. Useless
to start that day.

Rumi settled himself down to the passive habit of
generations, seated upon the floor, cross-legged. He
asked if he might smoke, and called for his nargileh. He
was not going to allow us to start on our tour in complete
ignorance,

"My country's freeboard upon the Gulf/' he began,
"and her obvious rights in the Caspian, have long given
her claim to consider herself a maritime nation, which her
history confirms. Maybe the progenitor of our navy
was none other than the shark of Procopius, who, you may
remember, fell in love with an oyster and sought her hand
all the way up the Gulf, only to see her violated by a
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